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THE CHICAGO BEAGL H.

TELEPHONE MAIN 1481,

Chicago
Stock Exchange
wemom Restaurant

Restaurant in America.
WASHINGTON AND LA SALLE STREETS.
&uﬂn‘ Capacity, 400, ats Opﬂl Aﬁcr l&t Thuler

C. F. JACOBS,

Real Estate and Loan
BROKER.

CHICAGO, ILL.

187 East Ohicago Avenue,

Telephone Went O, Telephone Went 0.

McMahon & Scanlan,

=—DEALERS IN——

COAL, COKE,
AND WOOD.

Office & Yard: 37 NCRTH SHELDON STREET.

H. E. BRANDT & CO.,

WEEOLINSAIN

Paits, 0. Glass, Wall Paper. &

No. 410 Craceland Avenue,
Telephone--Lake View 168,

Cornoer Lincoln Avenue.

The Traders’
Insurance Co.

No. 160 La Salle Street. Telephone 182 Main.

A Strong, Reliable | E BUCKINGHAM, President.
Home Company. | R J. SMITH, - Secretary.

| JOHN . ALLES PLUMBING CO,

233 AND 2356 LINCOLN AVENUE,

Near Webster Avonue und Larrabes Sireet.

Gas, Electric and Combination Fixtures,
Gas Globes, Etc.

The Largest Stock on the North Side.

TELEPITONIE NORTH %08,

THOMAS A. SMYTH,

FIRE INSURANCE

168 La Salle Street, Chicago.

LEONARD J, EASTLAND. OEORCE DUDDLESTON,
'‘felephone 1010,

AVTLAND & DDDLANIOY,

BUTGHERS

27 & 29 Market St., sess Ohlcago.

Hotels, Club Houses and Restaurants Supplied.

LoOUIS LUI(ES. Mannger. .

JOHN H. SULLIVAN,

PRACTICAIL

PLUMBER and GAS FITTER,

328 E. Division St., Phenix Building,

Corner Sedgwick Street, CHICACO, ILL.
RESIDENCE, 37 SIGBL STREET.
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WHEN WOMEN VOTE.

TWhen women vote the air will rieg

| With arguments on everything—

They'll rack thelr proud, progressive roule
T'o plunge us into mentnl holes,

And spank their bables at the polls,

When women vote.

When women vote ench will find

A duplicate In womankind—

Their weaker sisters they will *“blaf,”

And with haiepine and powder puly

The ballot boxes they will stuff,
When women vote.

When women vota, thia life will seem

| One large nightinarish, fonrful drenm~—

Our modest wives will all grow rash,

Their politics with ours will elash,

And God knows who will covk the ha
When women vote

When women vote, we men will be

But specters of hamanity ;

Like ghosts we'll flit from plnee to place,

A hungry, thirsty, despernte race—

For we'll have nothing left but space,
When women votwe.

~New York World,

LOVER' S LLTTER BOX.

I had had & duel the preceding au-
tumn In consequence of a little adven-
ture which has nothing to do with the
present story, and 1 was In a falr way
%0 get into another, for I was paying
ourt In furlons fashion to a fale Il
fan, whom we shall call, If you lke,
Princess Milletlore,

The princess wns a very beautiful
womnn, dark as nlght; but it was not a
starless night, for she had eyes about
which one could write volumes., Bhe
was nbout 20, aud bad a feroclous hus-
band.

He could not ablde me. Bhe, on the
contrary, delgned to evince toward me
an affection that was scarcely mn-
ternal, though she was my senlor by
some seven or elght sammers. After
having ventured, without sustaining
serious Injury, to tell her that I thought
her very beautiful, and that her smile
was simply maddening, 1 had come to
the stage where one repeats such nvow-
als In writing. The difficulty lay, 20t
in writing, but in delivering the letters
under the very nose of her husband, a
bearded rufllan who never left her side,

Well, on a certain winter night, while
all 'arls was skating in the most angust
company, 1 took advantage of a mo-
ment when the princess hnd Iald her
magnificent blue foxskin muff down on
a beneh beslde hier to slip my epistle
into it,

The princess snw my mancuver piain.
1y, and the glance she gave me made It
apparent to me that I need not fear sha
would denounce mbe to the police. Then
we separated, for 1 saw the prince's
eyes fixed on me with so queer an ex-
pression that I wondered scriously If
be did not suspect something.

Mme. de Mllleflore, a.tall, supple
woman—a little slender, perhaps—was
an unequallied horsewomnn and an in-
defatigable dancer; but, like a true Ital-
jan, she did not shine on the lce. Bhe
even had a fall once that made me
shudder; but she was on her fect again
at once, safe and sound. Bhe had not
struck her head. However, though the
victim of an apparently ordinary acel-
dent, she disappeared for a moment
Into the ladles' dressing room. Was
she badly hurt? No. Five minutes
later she glided out on the ley mirror
again, more intrepid than ever.

During the evening I managed to get
near her for a moment, and murmured
to her In o volce tremulous with emo-
tlon:

"'.I:nke care! If you should fall again

Bhe looked at me with eyes full of
mischlef.

“Have no fear,” she replied, “I have
taken precautions,” and she was swal-
lowed up ngaln In the throng.

An hour Iater a supper party was
made up. The fair Italian was of the
number, and, as you may imagine, 1
had arranged to be one, too. Presently
we were ensconced In n salon of the
Cafe Anginls. In our salon, which was
lighted up as bright as day, everybody
was In the jolllest humor possible, the
princess above all, 1 remember that as
sghe stood at the grate warming her
adorable little foot at the blase, someo
one nudged me and murmured:

“I may, old man, Mme, de Milleflore in
pot so thin, after all."

And to tell the truth, I was surprised
and charmed at a certain opulence of
figure which I hnd never observed be-
fore, But I was torn from my drenms
by the prince’s volce,

“My dear,” he suddenly called out to
her, “where have you left your muff'y”

That animal was the very incarnation
of order.

Now that was a simple question, and

perfectly legitimate in the mouth of him |

who asked It. But the princess blushed
to her ears, while I felt my almost
beardless fnce grow pale. [ was even
so lmprudent as to glance at my accom-
plice, and I thought I read In her eycs
an anguish easy to explnin, The muff
was o trifie—but the note!

After o seconda hesitation she replied
with a certaln embarrassment: *“I—I
do not know, Perhaps It Is still in the
enrringe”

Without & word the FPrince went
downstalrs, 1 would have given a bale
of fox-skins, of no matter what color,
to have hnd the nccursed note In my
pocket. As to the Princess, even at the
moment of perll she omlled, Oh, these
women! what nerve they have In the
very face of death! I was already re-
bearsing In my mind's eye the eplsode
of Francesca and IPaolo, and I confers
the role of Paolo had few attractions
for me. Just then the P'rince returned
with an ominously impassive face,

“The muff Is not In the earringe," he
announced in a solewn tone,

1 brenthed agnin, 1t meant a few
minutes' respite,

“Then,” sald Mme. de Milleflore, ap-
proaching the table with a more cave-
less alr than ever, *I must have left It
at the lake, In the meantime, while It
in the head, but the one 1 had that day
exceeded the imits of bellef.

sMadame," 1 sald, sniffing llke the
waste pipe of a bath, “1 have passed
the night searching for it, or, at lenst,

prurentluu your husbnnd from finding

The horse Is foundered, the driver

|u probably dead, nud 11 fear, am not
long for this world. All that the most
| devoted forethought eonld—eou—" A
sternutatory eataelysm that made the

| very strings of the princess' plano

dunce cut me short. Astonished, the
princess started,
“It Is nothing," I sald, with the calm
that precedes new storms. I sneesed."
“Heaven bless you,” responded the

8 Being found, let us have suppen. 1
am dying of hunger,”

If you will belleve me, this strange
wonminn ate with n hearty appetite. Bho
was more beautiful and gayer than
ever; falrly sparkling with wit and the
life of the party.

To tell the truth, T had no appetite,
The Princess even had the audacity to
rally me nbout it.

“Come, M, de Clomnt,” she called
out—I wna at the farther end of the
table—" you are solemn ns an owl to-
night. Tiave you left your wits at the
lake with my muff?”

My wits. They cortainly deserted
me. How could 1 have failed to think
of the one thing to do? Fortunately,
the Princess’ Ingenlous phrase had put
me in mind of it.

“The fact Is, madame,” I replied, *1
am not very well, I feel quite chilly"—
in truth, I had not a dry stitch on me—
“and I am afrald 1 was Imprudent (n
not going home directly. With your
permission, and that of these ladies, 1
shall do so at once.”

Two minutes Inter I was In n enab on
my way to the Inke in the Bols, Heny:
ens! how far it Is from the Cafe Anglals
to the Bkating Club, nt 2 o'clock In the
morning, with the thermometer 20 de-
grees below freezing polnt, when one
is In a enb, and his head full of awful
idonn!

“Evidently,” sald I to myself, “the
husband suspects something, To-mor-
row, that Othello will move heaven and
earth to find his wife's muff—and my
note. And a fool note it s, now that 1
think It over In cold blood. But one
necdn't write like Voltalre to got n
woman Into a horrible hole. I must
find that muff. The Princess’ gayety
was only felgned—I could see that in
the look she gnve me just now. Not
only my life depends on it, but hors,
too. Oh, the devll fly awny with lovel”

At the Inke the last torches were be
Ing extinguished. The glittering arena
was almost empty, At the buffet, in the
dressing-room, on the lce, everywhere,
my search was nseless, [ had offered
100 frans reward for the muff, but In
valn, Many things had been lost that
night; handkerchiefs, gloves, jewels
and even—pardon my fidelity to detall—
three or four circlets of slik elastic of
various hues, That was nll. Thers
was no more sign of n muff than there
wns of the Venus de Milo, who had no
need of o muff, and for an excellent
reason,

I"erhaps It had been stolen. Perhapa
whoever had found It intended to de-
posit it with the police next morning,
Perhapsa it had nlready been left with
some officer of the police, Inany event,
I must be before the Prince. Without
loslng another minute, I jumped Into
my cab again, The driver, half dend
with the cold and more than bhalf drunk
with the brandy he had tnken to warm
himself up, stared at me with a bewll
dered air when I ordered him to drive
me to the nearest police station. There,
after having aroused the unhappy man
in charge, I charged him to deliver tho
famous muff only to me If it should be
brought to him, promising him a good-
1y sum if he returned It to me, At three
other stations I did the samo, If I had
had time, [ would have visited all tho
twenty-four atations in the city, 1
minded nelther fatigne ner cold, 1
must save a woman--an adored woin-
an, but not too clever. The ldea of for
getting her mufl in such weather! EBho
would have forgotten her umbrella on
Mount Ararat in the delugel

One Inst precantion, and the mont ns-
sential, remnined to be taken. I abso-
lutely must go to the prefecture of pu-
lice, The first difficulty was that the
Siberian cold—it was now 3 In the
morning—had been too much for my
driver. The unhappy man was dead
drunk on his scat. I had to elimb up
beside him, gather up the reins, and
drive his old nng with one band, with
the other passed around my Jehu, who
was snoring away like a steam engine,
emitting fumes that I feared would In.
toxicnte me wyself, by simple odor
alone,

At the prefecture I had a relative, an
uncle whom 1 never went to see, be-
cnuse he always read me lectures, The
good man certninly did not suspect that
he was going to receive his nephew
that night. His functions being such
that he might be called on at any hour,
he lived In the same bullding. I had|
no scruples in having him aroused, so,
after baving set my driver near the
stove to thaw, I Irrupted into my
uncle's apartment in such a disheveled
state that the old man—who really
loved me—selzed me in his arms.

“My God, boy!" he erled. “What ter-
rible business is this?"

“There haos been no murder done yet,
my dear uncle,” I stammered, for I was
so cold my tongue refused to do its
work, “I bave come to beg your aid
to prevent the killing of two persons,
in at lenst one of them you are strongly
Interested."”

Thereupon, my teeth chattering llke
the clatter of o mill, I told him the
story of the note and the muff,

My uncle began by giving me a twen-
ty-minute lecture, wilch, however, had
the virtue of giving me time to get
warm agaln,

“And as for your discroctness,” he
concluded, “this §s no time for such
foollshness, You must tell me the hus-
band's name, in order to prevent his
finding what be is loking for, and also
what he Is not looking for."

1 bhad to give in, Besldes, my uncle
s the most discreet of men, nnd, to tell
the truth, the princess has slnce had nd-
ventures much moré renowned than
that. 1 gave my uncle the prince's
pame and took my leave, having his
promise that the muft should be de-
livered to me alone If I& were brought
to the prefecture; and, at about 5 o'clock
in the morning 1 let myself Into my
rooms, after having walked home to re-
store the clreulation of my blood.

At about 2 o'clock In the afternoon,
with a trembling band, I rang at the
princess’ hotel. I had a plausble pre-
text—too plausible, alas!—to explain
my enrly visit—that accused muff. In
the course of my life I have had a cold
princess mecnanieally, “But Low is it
you say you passed the entlre night? 1
do not understaml.” .

“The mufl,” I stnmmered.

At these words the princess broke
into n fit of lnughter which 1 punctu-
gted with hoarse eoughs,

“The mull?' she sald at Iast, when
ghe could control herself to spenk,
“Why, there it 18"

She polnted out on a table n strange
object, deformed by prolonged com-
pression.

“Where wos it? 1 exclaimed, be-
wildered.

“Wheee was it"" repeated the prin

cess. "Never mind. Do you remem.
ber my fall upon the leet"—Translated
for the Ban Francisco Argonaut from
the French,
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DAN RICE MALE AND MEARTY.

VYeternn Clown Welghs 200 Pounde
nnd Expecta to Live a Centary.

Every now nnd then somebody writes
to the newspapers Inquiring whether
the original Dan Rice, the eirens man,
in alive. These questions nmuse the
famotis old clown, who lives here with
his sister, and has resided here for
many years, says the Long Branch (N.
d4.) correspondent of the Bt Louis
Globe-Demoorat. He In In excellent
health, and welghs nearly 200 pounds,
Ono of the lettors of Inquiry was shown
him the other day, and he replled:

“There is only one Dan Rice, and the
original Is cortified with his signature,
and the name Is below on the bottle, 1
don't know that I ever heard of any-
body taking my name. Not, at lenst,
in the Enst. 1t wouldn't do, you know,
Too many elreus.goors remember me,
Some day when 1 am gone a base Imi.
tatlon may be foisted on the market,
but that will be n long time to come,
I'm over 75 now, and I'm going to live
to be 100, That's they way my horo.
scope wus east some years ngo, and 1I'ni
a pretty lively old man for my years,
especinlly when you take Into conslder-
atlon the rough life a clrcus man has
hnd to lend. The original Dan Rice?
Why, 1 stiould say so, nnd I eannot un-
derstand how anybody ever come to
think I was dend.”

Dan says he Is engnged In writing an
autoblography, and If it Is ever pub-
lished It will be n very complete and en-
tertnining Listory of the clrcus business
In this country for half a coentury, The
old clown occaslonally goes to New
York or some nearby place to see his
friends. He went to Newark several
weeks ngo and appeared before the puls
lie at an exhibition given by Pete Conk-
lin and Dan Costello, two prominent
clowns, who got their tralning under
Rice, having entered his service when
they were boys. While In Newark he
drove out to Franklin and visited Eaton
Stope, the vencrable bareback rider.
They were glad to see ench other nnd
talked over old times for an hour
There Is nothing Rice Is more proud of
than the number of picnics Le used 1o
glve to children when he took his clrcus
around the ‘country.

Cumberland's Great Triok,

On the journey from Vienna to Bt
Petersburg, Cumberland, the well
kuown antl-spiritnalist and thought-
vonder, entertnined lis fellow-passen-
gers by guessing thelr thoughts. One
of the travelers, a Polish Jew, who took
the whole thing for n hoax, offered to
pny Cumberiand the sum of fifty rubles
if he could divine his thoughts, Visi-
bly amused, Cumberland acceded to
his request, and sald:

“You are going to the falr at Nizhnl.
Novgorod, where you Intend to pur
chase goods to the amount of 20,000 ru.
Lies, after which you will declare your-
sely a bankrupt, and compound with
your creditors for 3 per cent.”

On hearing these words the Jew gazed
il the speaker with reverential awe,
He then, without uttering a syliable,
drew out of the leg of his boot a shabby
purse, and handed him the fifty rublea,
Whereupon the great magiclan tri-
umphantly inquired:

“Then 1 bave guessed your thoughts,
ch?"

“No,"” replled the Jew, “but you have
given me o brilllant lden."—l‘odmokcer
Wochenblatt,

Jolting Cure for Nervous Trouble.

“It Is o fact well known to specinl-
Ists in nevous diseasen,” sald n lending
physiclan the other day, “that patients
suffering from spinal troubles are
greatly benefited by riding in street
enrs or ln & wagon over a rough road,
The noted Dr, Chareot took advantago
of this fact to devise an ingenlous
form of helmet, which, when placed
upon the head, caused rythmienl vibra-
tlons to be imparted to the entire body.
1 have at present a patient who Is af-
flleted with an incurable disease of the
spinal nerves, who has the usual train
of symptoms of sharp, darting pains
In the limbs, contractions of the mus-
cles and stiffness of the joints. Every
day for the past two years he has been
accustomed to board a street car and
go over the entire te two or three
times, This practice never falls to re-
lleve his most troublesome symptoms
and insure a good night's rest. Bince
the futroduction of the trolley he haa
gome difficulty In finding n street car
line with roadbed unevenenough togive
the requisite amount of jolting."—Phil-
adelphia Record,

Expeocted Too Much for $8.

He was not of tho uppertendom In
traveling circles from appearances, and
the man with the dlamond behind the
hotel desk nssigued him one of the poor
est rooms In the house—one which wus
never given out except when the house
was unusually crowded. The bellboy
“ghowed the gemmen up,"” and the clerk
hind an opportunity to consult the bar, n
thing which he had done about onee tou
often alrendy that evening. In o few
moments the guest bad returned to the
dosk.

“What kind of a room do you eall
that?' he demanded, and he was white
with rage. “That I8 the worst room 1
ever snw., Why, there are rats in that
room as big ns pug dogs."

He never “phased” tho clerk. The
latter turned around to the speaking
tube and calling the engineer, said|
#urn about flve more volts on my stud
til 1 kil this cheap drummer,” and
then turning agaln to the guest, he said
blanaty: “Rats, dd you say? Well

what do you expect for $3—white
mice?'—Indianapolls Bentinel,

Soup for a Queen.

Those who would like to sip a soup of
which the English Queen Is speclally
fond must prepare one ns follows: Tnke
half a pound of pearl barley and sct In
n stewpan with three pits of venl
stock. Rimmer very gently for an hour
and n half. Remove une-third to an-
other soup pot, yub the rest through a
sleve, pout 5t 1o the whole barley, ndd n
half pint ¢¥ cream, senson with a little
salt, stir til) very hot, and serve,

SBocms Iidiculous,
The theory that the remunins of nnl-
mals form the raw material from

L

15 still held by some prominent scient.
Ints.

Mourner on & Wheel,
A recent Berkshire, Pa,, funeral waa
graced by the pressnce of & mourner on
» bicycle.

WHOLESALE. GROCERS !

IMPORTERS AND JOBBERS OF

Mos. 1,3, 5, 749 Michigen Avo. and 1o 9 River Street,

CEHICAGO.

J. B. PALLASCH,
Real Estate and Loans.

FIRE INSURANCE AND
STEAMSHIP AGENCY

Office, 150 West Blackhawk Street.
Residence, 87 Breslan St., Cor. Ems St., near Western Ave,

CHICAGO, IT.L..

THOS. F. PICKHAM,
BOILER WORKS.

—Manufacturer of——

Boilers, Tanks, Coolers, Smoke-Stacks,&e

mm GIVEN PROMPT ATTENTION.

Office and Works, 63 & 55 Henry St.,*$£ 52~ Chicage,

TELEPHONE CANAL 300,

ikt & Bar,

il 1A .

815 Chamber of Commerce,
Telephone 4286 Main. CHICAGO,

llrllcb 0! 1018 West Lake 8t.,

estern Avenue,

S. W. ROTH,
Real Estats, Renting, and Fire Insmrancs

Suite 512 Ashland Block,

N, E. Qor, Clark and Randolph Bts.

Buy and Soll Real Estate on Commission.  Manage Estates for Non-Residoats.
Negotiate First Mortgage Loans. Collect Rents and Pay Taxes

CHICAGO, ILL..

JOHN A. ROCGERS.
Doaler in Wot Groceries, -- [mported Goods a Specialty.

341 and 343 WEST MADISON STREET, Corner of MAY STREET.

Masonic Temple
BUFFET.

DAVID LEWINSOHN, Prop’r.

51 and 53 Randolph St.

THE FINEST BUFFET IN AMERICA.

Telephons Main 1480. -

NOTARY PUBLIC,

which petrolenm I8 formed by nature |

W. M. HOYT COMPANY,
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